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In the Shadow of the Sun 


Author's Notes: 

We all have different ways of dealing with grief. The past few days have been a struggle for the music world. 
This is my way of trying to deal with the emotions that I've been feeling over these past days and to pay 
tribute to someone who is no longer with us. For anyone who's been affected, please know that we're all here 


for you. In the coming days and months, please use this site as the creative outlet that it is. 


Numbness circled him like a blanket, its weight pressing against his chest. Blood thundered through his skull and 


his vision swam. 


52 
Dead 
Suicide. 


Dave's knuckles were white as he gripped his phone and re-read the message from a friend. Finally, his knees 


gave way and he let out a pained howl as he slumped against the hallway wall. 


Through the fog of disbelief and grief, Dave let his mind wander over the memories that he had. The beautiful 
memories that he'd been able to build and that would now have to sustain him for the rest of his life. Their 
friendship had run far deeper than most people knew and, over the years, they'd spent countless hours with 
one another. How often had he looked in to those piercing blue eyes and not seen the signs? He'd ridden this 
ride once before and hadn't acted then. How could he be so stupid to miss it a second time? He'd lost a friend, 


a comrade, a brother, a.. 
He couldn't think it. Couldn't think about what he'd just lost. 


Their last meeting had been just a few short months previously during California's slightly cooler winter 
months. A log cabin in the forest with several mutual friends. A fire pit and conversations that had run late in 
to the night and continued well in to the following morning. Dave remembered it well. Their friends had slowly 
drifted away, citing exhaustion as a reason for leaving the fire to enclose themselves in the warmth of their 
beds. Deep down, Dave suspected that they all knew that the two remaining men wanted a chance to be alone, 


to catch up and have a heart to heart that they weren't able to in front of the bros. 


Wrapped in thick blankets, they'd talked and laughed. They'd watched as the moon had flitted above the pine 
trees, its white light a stark contrast to the fire before them. The scent of burning wood had been sharp in 
the air, the fire popping and crackling as the night wore on. 


The words spoken between them had been gentle, filled with the kind of love that they'd shared for so long. A 
kind hand had rested in the small of his back Soft fingers had stroked his cheek and brushed the hair from 
his eyes. Sharing time with a beautiful soul that had decided to incarnate in the exact same period that he, 
too, was walking the Earth. If he thought back hard enough, Dave could remember those final, beautiful 
moments, moments that he was blessed to have experienced. They'd been ones that he'd believed he would one 


day see again 


His body shuddered as he drew in a sharp and ragged breath. Tears continued to fall, his eyes burning as his 
now-weary voice echoed down the hall. The seconds became minutes and the minutes became hours as he 


allowed the grief to descend over him, a thick, tar-like blackness that would take months to lift. 


Exhaustion finally began to take over and the ache of much needed sleep began to pick at his brain. Looking at 


his phone, Dave scrolled through his contacts and composed one final message. 


My friend, | hope that you've now found the peace that you so rightly deserve and know that I will never stop 


loving you. 


